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I am now by that girl whose movements
have grown abrupt, and whose voice has
grown harsh by the neglect of all but
external activities. I had not learned
what sweetness, what rhythmic movement,
there is in those who have become the joy
that is themselves. Without knowing it,
I had come to care for nothing but im-
personal beauty. I had set out on life
with the thought of putting my very self
into poetry, and had understood this as a
representation of my own visions and an
attempt to cut away the non-essential, but
as I imagined the visions outside myself
my imagination became full of decorative
landscape and of still life. I thought of
myself as something unmoving and silent
living in the middle of my own mind and
body, a grain of sand in Bloomsbury or in
Connacht that Satan's watch fiends cannot
find. Then one day I understood quite
suddenly, as the way is, that I was seeking
something unchanging and unmixed and
always outside myself, a Stone or an Elixir
that was always out of reach, and that I
myself was the fleeting thing that held
out its hand. The more I tried to make
my art deliberately beautiful, the more